The Tragedie 

Bu t if Macke fcandall or fo foule fac’t reproach 
Attend the fe quell of your impofition, 

Your meere inlorcement lhall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftaines thereof, 

For God he knowes,and you may partly fee, 

How farre I am from the defire thereof. 

May. God blelfe your Grace, we fee it, and will fay it* 
glo. In faying fo,ycu (hali but fay the truth. 

Buc. Then 1 falute you with this kingly T itle : 

Long liue Ki n g Rtc harden glan d s royall King. 

May. Amen. 

Buc .To morrow will it pleafe you to be crown’d i 
Glo. hien when you will,fince you will haue itfo. 

Buc. T o morrow then we will attend your Grace. 
<7£.Come,let vs to our holy taskeagaine : 

Farewell good Coufen, farewell gentle friends. Exeunt. 
Enter Queene mother, Dutchejfe of York?) Marques 
Dorfet at one doorc, ‘Dutchejfe of Glocejler 
at another doors. 

SDut. Who meetes v* heere,my Neece ‘ Tlantagenet i 
£lu. Sifter well met,whither away fo fall ? 

Dm. Glo. No farther then the T ower,and as I gueflfe, 
Vpon the like deuotion as your felues, 

T o gratulate the tender Princes there. 

^«.Kind fitter thankes,weele enter all together. 

Enter the Lieutenant of the T over. 

And in good timeherethe Lieutenant comes* 

M. Licutenant.pray you by your leaue, 

Howfearesthe Prince? 

Lieu. Well Madam, and in health : but by your leaue, 

I may notfufferyouto vifithim. 

The King hath ftraightly charged the contrary. 
^w.TheKing? why, who’s that? 

Lieu. I cry you mercie,! meane the Lord Protestor. 
flu. The Lord proteitt him from that Kingly title : 
Hathhefet bounds betwixt their loue and me : 
lam their mother, who (hould keepemefrom them T 
I am their father, mother,and will feethem. 

Dm. Gl*. Their Aunt I am in law>in loue their mother; 

" Then 


of Richard the Third. 

Then fearenot thou. lie beare thy blame, 
ind take thy office form theeon my pcrill. 

LieuX doe befeech your Graces all to pardon me :■ 

1 am bound by oath, 1 may not doe it. 

Enter Lord Standly. 

Stan. Let me but meeteyour Ladies at an houre hence, 
And He faluteyour Grace of Torke, as mother ; 

And reuerent looker on, of two faire Queencs. 

Come Madam, you mutt goe with me to Weftminttcr, 
There to be crowned "Richards royall Queene. 

flu. O cut my lace in funder, that my pent heart 
May haue fome fcope co beate, or elfe I found 
With this dead liking newes. 

©w.Madam.haue comfort, how fares your Grace ? 
flu. O Dorfet, fpeake not to me, get thee hence. 

Death and deftrudion dogge thee at the heeles. 

Thy mothers name is ominous to children. 

If thou wilt oucr ft rip death, goe crolTe the feas, 

And liuc with Richmond from rhe race of hell, 

Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this flaughter houfe, 

Lead thou increafe the number of the dead. 

And make me die the thrall of Margarets curfe, 

Nor mother, wife, nor Englands counted Queene. 

Stan. Fullofwilecare is this your counfell Madam, 
Take all the fwiftaduantageofthe time. 

You (hall haue letters from me to me fonne. 

To met te you on the way and welcomeyou, 
l Be not taken tardie.by vnwife delay. 

Dm. Tor. O ill difpearling winde of miferie, 

0 my accurfed wombc,the bed of death, 

| A Cokatnce haft thou hatcht to the world. 

Whole vnauoydcd eye is murtherous. 

Stan. Come Madam, 1 in allhaftewas lent for. 

Dutch. And I in all vnwillingnelle will goe, 

1 would to God that the inclufiue verge 
Of golden mcttall that muft round my browe, 

Wcrered hotte fteele to feare me to the braine,. 
Annoynted let me be with deadly poyfon, 

*Ai \ d die, ere men can fay, God fauethe Queene. 


